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Anakin Skywalker, Anakin Skywalker Has a Praise Kink, Complete, Cunnilingus, He is also a whiny 
brat... and Padmé loves it, Just some good ole married fun, Light Dom/sub, Oneshot, Padmé Amidala, 


t@€s padmé Amidala/Anakin Skywalker, Rough Sex, Star Wars - All Media Types / Star Wars Prequel 
Trilogy / Star Wars: The Clone Wars (2008) - All Media Types 


Description: 
During a rare occasion where they can be alone together, Anakin is desperate for Padmé’s attention. Alas, he bites off 
more than he can chew when he pursues it. 


or: 9k words of nothing but Anakin and Padmé making some sweet, sweet love — with a dash of perversion and 
kink. 


1. To Be With You 


“Padmé ,” Anakin whines, “you’ve been reading for ages now.” 


Threading her free fingers through his tangled hair, idly pulling the petite knots apart, 
Padmé ignores him. Her back is straight against the plush sofa, and she holds the book a 
smidge below eye level. When she flips the pages she lowers it to rest the bottom of the spine 
on her thigh, letting her continue to use only one hand to hold the book. 


The repetition bugs Anakin, especially after the last couple of times she’s accidentally 
nudged his nose when changing the page. There could be a better system in place, however as 
much as it annoys him, he’s enjoying his head resting in his wife’s lap too much. He winces 
when she tugs on the more troublesome threads of his hair, but he forgets about it when she 
scratches his scalp. 


“Come on ,” Anakin says, “I’m bored.” 


When Padmé ignores him again, he grabs her hand and moves it from his hair. To his 
dismay she doesn’t do anything about it, letting it rest at her side with her fingers curled. In 
another attempt to get her attention, he shuffles onto his back, his head still resting in her lap. 
It only annoys him more when she doesn’t look down at him. 


In a desperate attempt with a mischievous grin, Anakin pinches the book from her. He 
tosses it away, disregarding whichever page she was up to. At least now he could have her 
full attention. 


“Tt has been less than fifteen minutes,” Padmé frowns. Her face doesn’t change even as 
Anakin pouts for her sympathy. “If you’re bored, why don’t you find something to do?” 


Anakin’s not afraid to admit he’s enjoying pestering her like this. Since she returned to 
Coruscant his refusal to leave her side has only grown, and he’s made every excuse under the 
sun to spend time with her. Of course, that has included an awful lot of lying to, well, 
everyone . 


“Is that a challenge?” Anakin asks, revelling in the unimpressed look she gives him. In 
response, he reaches for her face and brushes the curls that fell when she leaned down to look 
at him behind her ear. He wraps some around his fingers and tugs them as gently as he can. 
“T’m sure we can find something to do.” 


“Yes,” Padmé nods, “I will continue to read my book while you behave and find 
something to do until I’m done. We’ve had a long day and I would like to unwind.” 


Within a split second, Anakin tenses. His breath hitches, his body immobile as he hangs 
onto those slight few words she said. It’s not just her words he responds to, but the sheer 
complacency and indifference in her face and voice. 


Was she simply giving him an order or something more? He can’t tell. He waits during an 
uncomfortable and long silence, Padmé still not showing even the slightest reaction. Her 
indifference makes him squirm. 


“You want me to behave, huh?” Anakin scrambles for the words — tripping over them 
before he can process the consequences, “What happens if I don’t?” 


Padmé shrugs, humming and then falling back into silence. Her lack of reaction gives 
Anakin nothing to work with, and he’s still not sure if she’s even on the same page as him. 
The endless unanswered questions and possible outcomes overwhelm every tiny shred of 
rationality he hardly has in the first place. 


If Anakin was of the normal variety of person, perhaps he could express himself and tell 
her what he wants. He could tell her of how his thoughts are slowly tinged further and further 
with images of her hand around his throat, the deprivation she could make him suffer through, 
her nimble fingers touching him bit by bit... oh Gods . 


“Come on,” Anakin reaches to brush her soft cheek with the back of his fingers, “tell me 
what you’d do if I’d been bad.” 


Padmé still refuses to comply. In response with a cheeky grin, Anakin moves his fingers 
down her face. He brushes against her neck, smiling when he feels her swallow hard. On the 
crook of her neck, he pays extra attention and takes his sweet time. 


The neckline of Padmé’s gown sits below her collarbones, and Anakin doesn’t mean to 
hum when he imagines it far lower. He holds his breath as he touches her warm skin, then 
exhales when he brushes over her bodice. Devastated she still hasn’t given him a reaction, he 
pulls his hand away and sulks. 


“Please ,” Anakin pouts, “you know you want to tell me all about the things you’d do to 
me.” 


And... nothing. Either Padmé has the patience of a saint or she’s getting a kick out of his 
whining and begging. There’s only one way to find out, and Anakin’s determined to try. 


Anakin pulls himself upright, and Padmé doesn’t meet his eyes. If he wasn’t getting so 
worked up it’d feel like a punch in the gut, but her indifference only makes him want more 
than her words. He shuffles closer to her, his gloved mechanical hand resting on her thigh. 


With his proper hand, he brushes her hair over her shoulder and away from her neck so he 
can press his lips against it. Never one for subtlety, his soft kisses turn into messy, hot open- 
mouthed ones. Slowly they trail further down to the crook of her neck. 


“Come on, Padmé,” Anakin mumbles against her skin, “I need you to.” 


That confession makes him blush, cheeks turning rosy red. The slip of his tongue sends a 
shock of embarrassment through him that makes him dizzy. Instead of facing it, he’s 
determined to hide it. 


Anakin lowers to kiss her collarbones, then he sucks at them. Against him, Padmé shifts. 
It’s only a vague sign she’s interested, but it’s enough to allow him to keep going. 


Grinning, Anakin starts to kiss his way back up to her jaw. He kisses it, over and over 
again, and then he gently pulls at her skin between his teeth. When she gasps, he prays he’s 
struck gold. He bites her jaw again, this time a little harder, and she makes another soft sound. 


“Padmé ,” Anakin presses his mouth against her ear and slips his hand between her thighs 
to part them beneath her skirt, “I’ll be good for you if you tell me.” 


Then he kisses her on the lips. He’s gentle, much to his own surprise, and he waits for 
what feels like an eternity for her to respond. There’s no way she can ignore this... right? 


For a moment, Padmé draws a breath and leans into it. Her mouth still on his, she grabs a 
fistful of his hair and then pulls him away. She tilts his head back, pulling a little too hard, but 
the pain makes Anakin grin in the most naturally patronising way only he could manage. 


“Do you think whining the way you are is how good boys behave?” Padmé tightens her 
grip when he gives her a taste of her own medicine by not replying, “Is it?” 


Although he knows the answer, Anakin wonders if he should push his luck. This isn’t 
exactly the way he thought this encounter would go at first, but as his wife treats him like 
this, he’s willing to change his plans. 


“Maybe,” Anakin teases, “I’m not quite sure though.” 


Padmé lets his hair go and relaxes back into her seat, and Anakin leans against her. His 
gloved mechanical hand in her lap inches further towards her hips, splaying her thighs apart 
beneath her skirt. To his surprise, she doesn’t resist. 


“T thought good boys were quiet and did what they were told,” Padmé says, her breath 
shaking loud enough so he can hear when he moves his hand up even more. She locks eyes 
with Anakin, and it makes the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end. 


The way her voice is so direct and sincere leaves him wondering if putting up a fight, just 
for the fun of it, is worth it. All he wanted was her attention, and then that one tiny word, 
behave , changed his tune. Maybe she said it on purpose; she understands the way such 
directions pull at his insides and send his mind going to places they, for a Jedi, aren’t 
supposed to. 


“But Padmé ,” Anakin says. He nestles his face into her neck, kissing it between breaths to 
break up his pouting, “You weren’t listening to me.” 


“And you were listening to me?” Padmé replies. Somehow, in only a way she can manage, 
she sounds calm and cool while she talks down to him. 


Padmé’s tone makes Anakin shiver, and to subdue a pathetic whine, he bites down on her 
neck and pulls at the sensitive flesh. For a moment he revels in the sharp breath she draws and 
the way her body tenses with her single inhale. In fear she’ll forget how to breathe, Anakin 
lets go and buries his smile against her skin. 


Instead of the steady, deep exhale he thought he’d receive as she plans her next move, he’s 
caught off guard when she grabs the wrist of his gloved hand in her lap. Of course, he can’t 
feel a single thing from his mechanical arm, but the sheer force of the way she grabs him 
turns his head. He doesn’t have a chance to process it when she pins it beside her and pulls 
him sideways. 


Anakin exclaims, not in pain, but in gentle shock. It isn’t unwelcome, just startling. 


For a brief moment, Padmé loosens her grip. She hooks her forefinger under Anakin’s 
chin, coaxing him to look up at her. From where he is, on a slightly lower level from her with 
his blue eyes disappointed with her gentleness. 


“What colour, Ani?” Padmé asks with a soft, compassionate voice. 


Anakin doesn’t hesitate to reply, and he cringes at how quickly he does. Despite that, he’s 
grateful and he twinges with soothing before he revs back up to desperation. 


“Green,” Anakin smiles, “definitely, definitely green.” 


Padmé, her forefingers still tilting Anakin’s head up to look into her eyes, brushes his 
cheek with her thumb. He’s clean-shaven, but the slightest emerging stubble can be felt 
beneath her touch. The gentleness she shows him but the domination of her attitude makes 
Anakin want to yell. 


Padmé gives him a surprising and reserved kiss. Their lips barely meet, and when they do, 
it’s only for a very brief moment. She doesn’t deliver him the words he craves, no, the title he 
craves, and it lights a spark inside him. Having her gentle kiss alone should satisfy him, but it 
leaves him desperate for more. 


“T raise you this, my love,” Anakin says, his words erasing the subtle taste of her on his 
lips, “if you think I’m being so naughty, why don’t you show me what you’d do to me instead 
of telling me?” 


At that moment, Anakin hopes and prays to whoever’s listening that she says yes. The 
flashes of images he had a brief while ago of her touching and teasing him resurface, and he 
bites down on his lip. He needs it the way he needs to breathe. 


“You’re a fool for thinking I’d do either,” Padmé says. She reaches for Anakin’s gloved, 
mechanical hand and presses their palms together. They knit their fingers together, and 
Anakin doesn’t mean to squeeze so hard that she winces. “But I guess I didn’t exactly say no 
the whole time you were touching me.” 


Anakin smirks. He brushes his thumb over her knuckles and fights the urge to kiss them. 
“You know you wish I was touching you somewhere far, far better.” He looks down, his gaze 
staring at her thighs then up to the spot that makes him wish the Force would come with x-ray 
vision abilities, “I will if you let me.” 


From there, Anakin can sense Padmé’s lightbulb moment. It’s not that he’s prodding her 
mind or anything, although it’d be nice to know how to tease her in whichever way she 
craves. Such a thing, however, would take the mystery and fun out of the situation. 


Padmé releases their hands. She places her own on his thigh, dangerously close to where 
he’s pretty damn hard in his trousers. Her fingers dig into the fabric, then ensuing a 
combination of caressing and stroking. The pattern of her movement and the closeness to 
where he needs attention makes him writhe. 


“Tf you’re a good boy I might let you touch me,” Padmé says, inching her fingers closer to 
his cock. With the very tips of her fingers and in the gentlest way she can manage, she traces 
the line of it, “But for now you can only watch.” 


“Watch?” Anakin pouts, “That’s not fair.” 


Already the concept is torture — there’s no way he’ll be able to suffer through watching 
her have her way with herself while all he can do is wish he’d be doing it for her. He’s 
suffered through it before, he doesn’t want to do so again — and yet something inside himself 
piques a will and curiosity to go through with it. 


Padmé nudges Anakin aside and brings herself to her feet. As she stands, Anakin reaches 
out to touch her skirt, desperate to hold onto any part of her he can before he’s rendered a 
helpless observer. He can’t tell if she notices or not, but when she begins to unfasten her 
gown, it stops mattering. 


While Padmé’s fingers work away at the claps of her gown, Anakin pouts that it should be 
him doing that for her. He likes a show, he’s only human, but right now he wishes he was the 
one undressing her. Even as she bends down, the sleeves loosening and beginning to slide 
down to her elbows, he bites down on his lip hard. 


By the time Padmé turns back around to face him, she’s wearing nothing. Anakin leans 
back, hoping he can manage to drink up the sight of her gorgeous naked body. It’s hard to 
focus on anything else when he trails his gaze from the floor to between her legs, memories 
and urges of touching her there making him drool. 


As if to force his attention to them, Padmé makes a soft, breathy sound and grabs both her 
breasts. She presses her fingertips into them, not hard enough to be a bother but tough enough 
to tease Anakin as she plays with them. Her nipples hard from the coolness of her apartment 
or her titillation, she pays careful attention to brushing against them with her thumbs. 


“You're so beautiful,” Anakin says, his mouth not fully closing when he finishes speaking. 
That fact is a given, but right now as all he wants to do is touch her, it feels weightier. “I need 
to touch you; really, really badly.” 


Padmé stifles a laugh. It feels like a punch in the gut but sends a jolt of energy to Anakin’s 
cock. She didn’t specifically say that he couldn’t touch himself, so he ponders the idea. Since 
he wouldn’t be disobeying any orders, he could perhaps get away with it — so he goes for it. 


Anakin tests his luck only with his palm over his clothes. It’s better than nothing, and his 
hips shudder from the stimulation. He blinks, and even with the millisecond of his eyes being 
shut, he’s met with a whirlwind of images of Padmé’s hand doing it for him. 


Caught up in the sensation, Anakin doesn’t notice the shift in Padmé’s demeanour. When 
he looks back up at her, he freezes up more than if he were encased in carbonite. His wife’s 
entrancing brown eyes are disappointed daggers. 


“In my defence,” Anakin says, “you didn’t say I couldn’t touch myself! And hey, that 
hardly counts—” 


“You may be right,” Padmé snaps, “but you didn’t ask, did you?” 


That reality puts it into an uncomfortable perspective. He hadn’t exactly thought of that, let 
alone the consequences that could be laid upon him as a result. Thinking of that word instils 
him with a pang of excitement that’s washed over with fear. The latter isn’t unwelcome, he 
thinks it’s rather sexy, but the idea makes him shiver. 


“No,” Anakin mumbles in a defeated voice. He isn’t quite sure how he wants to continue. 
Alas, he’s deprived of that luxury when Padmé approaches him, her gorgeous semi-naked 
body standing right in his face. It’s enough to drive him insane if he stares for too long. 


Anakin has had the honour of looking at and touching her nude body on countless 
occasions, but knowing he can’t touch her makes it agonising. He reflects upon certain times 
he’s found himself kissing and caressing her body, to the way she tastes with his tongue inside 


her, let alone the way it feels to make love to her. There are no greater pleasures than that, and 
now his desire for it is as uncontrollable as it was when they were newlyweds. 


Before she continues, Padmé asks the same question as she did earlier, “I love you and just 
want to make sure you’re comfortable doing this — being treated like this even though we’ve 
done it many times before.” 


“My love,” Anakin attempts to withdraw the eagerness in his voice but fails, “you don’t 
understand how badly I need this... how badly I need you.” 


Anakin stops himself right there. He’s on the verge of spilling his guts and humiliating 
himself by confessing his thoughts and feelings. Those aren’t his concern right now — all he 
needs to think about and pay attention to is Padmé, who still stands semi-naked and close to 
him. 


Drawing Anakin’s attention away from his thoughts, Padmé sways her hips in increasingly 
severe movements. Lucky for Anakin he’s at eye level with her delicious cunt, and it takes 
every fiber of his being to not reach out and feel it. He feels like he’s a bubbling, boiling pot 
as she touches her smooth skin. 


Anakin reconfigures his hands so that he sits on them, distrusting his ability to keep them 
off her. The idea of punishment for it tugs at his insides, but he uses all his might to combat it. 
As he watches her hands glide down her body, her fingers trailing against her flesh, he 
realises there’s no greater punishment than this. 


“Look at you, Ani,” Padmé tuts. Her hand slows down, but her outstretched fingers begin 
to curve as the tips of them reach her cunt. “It’s cute how hard you’re trying to control 
yourself.” 


The praise makes Anakin’s breath hitch, and he doesn’t mean to do so loud enough that 
Padmé can hear him. He watches her fingers reach the very tip of her clit, and she slows 
down to an agonising pace. It takes every ounce of might Anakin has to sit still. 


Anakin’s line of sight follows the tiny, gentle circles Padmé rubs on her clit. The 
movements are so minute that he’s convinced he’s making it up, but then she dips her fingers 
between her folds. From there, he swears he can see a sheen of her wetness when her 
fingertips retreat. 


When Padmé dips her fingers back in, this time spreading herself open the tiniest bit more, 
she sighs. Her fingertips curve and tease her soft entrance, her hips bucking ever so slightly to 
meet the touch. Fighting against the feeling, she draws away her slick fingers to circle her clit 
again. 


Catching sight of the glint of shine against Padmé’s fingers making Anakin glide his 
tongue over his lips. He salivates over the sweet memory of her taste, and he pictures himself 
licking her fingers clean. He’s whimpering by the time she slips her fingers inside herself 
again. 


With her fingers still inside herself, Padmé lets out a soft, breathy moan. Down to her 
second knuckle, she shudders when she curves her fingers to hit her sweet spot. She does this 
over and over again while shooting Anakin occasional, half-lidded stares. 
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The constricting hardon in Anakin’s trousers makes him squirm. He’s desperate to adjust 
himself, but his stomach leaps at the thought of Padmé misinterpreting what he’s doing. Sure, 
he could simply say it, but the last shreds of rationality or clear thinking he has have left the 
building. 


“What is it, Ani?” Padmé asks. She tilts her head to the side, eyebrows knitting with pitiful 
curiosity. 


Anakin shrugs, lips pressed together. He doesn’t lift his gaze from where he watches her 
touch herself. Hunching forward ever so slightly, his breathing becomes heavier. 


“Anakin,” Padmé continues, “use your words.” 


For once, that’s the last thing Anakin wants to do right now. He doesn’t even want the 
capacity to speak, he’d rather be with his head between her thighs. The idea of being forced 
into silence beneath her as he’s met with the sweet sound of her moans is agonising. 


“Anakin ,” Padmé repeats herself. Her voice is firmer, much more direct and has the same 
effect as though she’s grabbing him by the collar. She straightens herself up when his eyes 
flick up to look at her face — and yet, total uncharacteristic silence. 


Using her slicked, gentle fingers, Padmé makes a come hither motion and then points to 
the ground in front of her. Anakin watches her, at first too spellbound to process it, but then 
he gets the picture. Whether he’s full of fear or excitement by it, he isn’t sure. All he knows is 
that he feels a hot, tight pull deep inside him. 


Slowly, Anakin slips off the sofa and sinks onto his knees. He’s still a few inches away 
from Padmé, and he doesn’t look back up at her until he crawls all the way up to her. The 
ground drags at the knees of his trousers, and he ponders how much better it would be 
without them. 


Anakin sits back on his feet and travels his gaze up from her beautiful, naked body to her 
stern, brown eyes. He’s so much bigger than her, but as Padmé tilts her head down to stare at 
him, he’s never felt smaller. Twiddling his thumbs in his lap, he blushes as she tuts at him. 


“When I ask you to do something,” Padmé says calmly but directly, “what do you do?” 


Being so close to her body, her pale, taut flesh so close that Anakin could lean in and kiss 
it, is intoxicating. He blinks hard, over and over again, trying not to lower his eyes and stare 
at her soft breasts that are so painstakingly within reach. 


“T do it,” Anakin lowers his voice, “but—” 


Padmé reaches down, her warm fingers hooking beneath Anakin’s chin and tilting it 
upwards. In his lap, Anakin crosses his fingers that she will grab him by the throat. The 
picture of it in his mind makes him whimper — and Padmé laughs. 


“And I thought you were trying so hard to be a good boy for me,” Padmé says in a 
mocking tone. She pouts to match the one Anakin is showing her, but she breaks it into a 
smirk when Anakin blushes, “I’m very disappointed you’re being such a brat tonight.” 


That word, that agonisingly sharp word — disappointed — makes everything melt away. 
If this were any other circumstance it’d wound him, but right here and right now, Anakin’s 
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ready to throw himself at Padmé’s feet and plead for her sweet touch. With the intense spark 
deep down in his gut feeling like he’s on fire, he’s not sure how much longer he can hold on. 


“I’m sorry, my love,” Anakin’s breath shakes, “I’ll do anything you ask. Please, anything.” 


Padmé hums. She strokes the side of his cheek, brushing her fingertips lightly over his 
scar, and continues to hum. Her pace is agonisingly slow, and Anakin mumbles another, 
desperate plea. 


Over and over again like it’s the only thing he’s capable of doing, Anakin pleads in a low, 
heavy voice. The complacency on her face is murder, and in a pathetic attempt at getting his 
way, he reaches out the tiniest bit with the force to tug at her thoughts. As if she can tell what 
he’s doing, he’s snapped back to reality when she tugs on his hair. 


Staring up at her, every second feeling like an eternity, he holds his breath while he waits 
for a reply. One final, desperate time, he mumbles, “Please, just let me touch you.” 


Padmé, her hand still in Anakin’s hair, leans down until her face is on his level. She twirls 
a strand of curls around her finger, then she releases it to follow that same finger against his 
jaw and down to the neckline of his Jedi robes. That slight touch makes Anakin tremble and 
fall apart into a slew of whimpers. 


“Take it off,” Padmé whispers. She walks her forefingers down his chest, “All of it.” 


Anakin doesn’t need to be asked again. With ridiculous haste, he tugs his tunic off, 
groaning when it gets stuck around his chin, but yanks at it the best he can. For a moment he 
ponders keeping his glove on, but he gets over the insecurity in an instant and wriggles his 
mechanical hand free. 


Tugging at the waist of his trousers, Anakin grumbles when he realises it’s not the most 
efficient idea to do it on his knees. He tries his best anyway even when he hears Padmé 
chuckle at his desperation, and it only serves as a fast reminder he needs to be done with this 
now. 


The feeling of the cool and still apartment air feels good against Anakin’s naked body. His 
skin has a slight glean of sweat from the day, but it’s nothing compared to the embarrassing 
dribble of precome that has stained his trousers next to him. Looking down at his hard cock 
and fighting the urge to stroke it until he comes, which to be fair would be rather quickly, he 
blushes at the wet drizzle of precome pooling at the head. 


Padmé bites back a sigh at the sheer beauty of the sight, but it turns into a forced frown 
when Anakin catches her moment of weakness. In an act of pure mercy, however, she takes 
no note of it. The wetness between her legs that’s smeared where her thighs meet ever so 
subtly grows. 


Making another come hither motion, Padmé steps around Anakin and makes her way back 
to the sofa. She chuckles when he nearly stumbles over from how fast he turns, and it makes 
Anakin hang his head. In the brief time his head’s lowered, though, he doesn’t notice her slip 
onto the sofa in front of him. 


When Anakin looks up again, he wonders if he’s going insane from what he sees. He bites 
down on his lip so hard it stings as he watches Padmé shuffle her hips to the very edge of the 
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sofa. He mumbles the most obscene words, unable to control them all as she separates her 
knees and opens her thighs. 


“Can I?” Anakin’s voice is ragged as he stares at the glistening pink of Padmé’s cunt. 
She’s less than an arm’s reach away, and Anakin can’t control the racing of his heart as he 
thinks about diving in and tasting her. Between his own legs, the sensation of how hard he is 
drives him mad. 


“Hm...” Padmé taps her chin with her forefinger. 


Anakin holds his breath, biting back pleas that spill anyway. “I need you, Padmé. I feel 
like I’m going insane over here — please, please let me touch you.” 


Another brief moment of silence passes, and Anakin’s convinced if he waits any longer 
he’s going to die. His breath sharpens, his whole body buzzing with brutal anticipation. In one 
final attempt, he scrambles for something he prays will work. 


“T’ll be a good boy,” he pouts with sincerity, “just for you.” 
Padmé sighs, her whole body tensing at those few words. “If you insist...” 


Before he gives her a chance to continue, Anakin lets out a triumphant sigh and goes for it. 
He doesn’t mean to push Padmé’s thighs apart as forcefully as he does, but she doesn’t seem 
to care as she keeps them where they are. His mechanical hand reaches out for her waist 
while the other stays by his side. 


“Hands where I can see th— oh, fuck ,” Padmé gasps when Anakin trails his tongue up 
between her folds and flicks against the underside of her clit. He does it again, this time 
slower and deeper as though he’s trying his hardest to savour her taste. That doesn’t last long, 
he then neglects that pattern to circle the tip of his tongue against her clit. 


Deciding to oblige to his order a little late, Anakin brings his normal hand up to brace 
against her thigh. It doesn’t stop him from mindlessly bucking his hips when she moans, but 
he doesn’t notice as she threads her fingers through his hair. It’s not that he needs any 
convincing to stay still, his mouth hot and wet against her cunt, but he whines when she 
scratches his scalp. 


Anakin sucks at Padmé’s clit, his tongue lapping between her folds, in the exact way he 
knows she loves. He gets the right message when she grabs onto his hair tighter, and he has a 
feeling it wasn’t on purpose. He smiles against her, stifling a breathy chuckle. 


A part of Anakin wants to make her come right here right now, but he thinks about how he 
doesn’t know how long these few days will last. Maybe they could go at it again and again 
and again until their time’s up, but as he tastes her sweet, wet cunt, he wants to stay here. He 
kisses down from her clit, and then pulls his face away to look up at her. 


Padmé looks so stunning — her cheeks rosy red, sweat breaking at her brow as her long 
hair falls over her shuddering shoulders. Her lips are parted, waiting for him to do something 
that’ll make her moan and... fuck it . 


Anakin kisses up her thighs and then softly to her clit. She’s dripping with both his saliva 
and her own wetness, and the slightest taste of it on his tongue makes him insatiable. He 
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holds her thigh down harder, keeping her still as best he can while he loses himself in the 
overwhelming need to bring her to the point of no return. 


“Anakin...” Padmé’s breath hitches as she grabs onto his hair for dear life. With his mouth 
hot and wet against Padmé’s cunt, Anakin himself feels like he could come right here right 
now without even touching himself. He drowns in Padmé’s taste and her cascading moans, 
and just like that Anakin uses all his will to make her come — and it works. 


Padmé falls apart into a state she’d be ashamed of ever admitting. She can’t control the 
way her legs tremble, the way she sighs and moans into Anakin’s touch, and the way she 
surrenders herself to the waves of ultimate pleasure. It’s a sensation like nothing else she ever 
feels except when she holds the power over Anakin to make him do whatever she demands. 


Eventually, the sensation becomes too much, and Padmé lets go of Anakin’s hair to signal 
for him to stop. When he pulls away from her, his hands retreating from the way he pins her 
down, Padmé loses her breath at the utterly, deliciously filthy look on his face; the curls on 
his forehead have fallen into his heavy-lidded eyes, his lips are plump and glistening with the 
wetness he lapped up form her. 


It takes a moment for Anakin to find the words to say. All he can think of, aside from 
relishing in the fact he made Padmé come hard with only his mouth, is the warm desperation 
sitting low in his body. He’d die to come — whether it be by his own hand or preferably 
Padmé’s. 


“Was—” Anakin’s mouth feels tired and loose, “was I a good boy?” 


Padmé brings herself to sit up straight. All the tension has left her body yet it feels heavy. 
When she can manage it, she reaches out to cup Anakin’s hand in her gentle grip. The 
following words roll easily off her tongue. 


“The best boy,” she strokes his chin with her thumb, “you’re so good for me when you 
want to be.” 


The praise leaves Anakin wanting to scream on the inside. It sounds good — feels good, 
and it’s enough to make him hysterical with want and desperation. Nothing matters right now 
except Padmé and the overwhelming need to come. 


“Was I good enough for you to let me come?” Anakin holds his breath, and he fears he’ ll 
forget to breathe altogether if this persists. His flesh hand is awfully close to his cock, and if 
only he could touch it right now without any repercussions that’d deprive him of his much- 
needed orgasm. 


Padmé slides off the sofa and sinks to her knees. They’re close to each other, not quite 
nose to nose, but they can sense the heat and want off each other’s bodies. Like a wild 
predator seeking out her prey, she prowls closer to him. 


Without asking, Anakin drags his hands up her toned arms, drawing them up higher until 
he cradles her shoulders. From there, his hands begin to shake and to keep himself from 
reaching for her gorgeous breasts he pushes her fallen hair out of her eyes hungry eyes. 


Slowly, Padmé puts her hand on Anakin’s chest and holds it over his heart. His heart is 
beating a million miles a minute and his taut skin is hot to the touch. “Let you come?” 
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Anakin whimpers and nods. As Padmé leans in closer, her hand on his chest pushing him 
down onto the ground, he swallows hard. If she doesn’t allow him the pleasure, he fears he’ ll 
spontaneously combust. 


Now with Anakin’s back flat against the ground, his feet on the same level as his knees are 
bent on either side of Padmé, she hovers over him. Her breath is hot and ragged against his 
face, and her lips lean in close until they’re only an inch away from his. 


“T’m going to make you come.” 


The words melt into Anakin’s head, and beneath his wife, the tight, warm heat swelling at 
the base of his cock yearns now more than ever. He’s not sure how she’ll go about this, but 
he’s too thoughtless and delirious for her touch that he quite frankly doesn’t care. He closes 
his eyes and sighs, his lips pouted and swollen. 


Padmé holds herself up with one arm beside Anakin’s head. She stays hovering over his 
gorgeous face, and with her other hand reaches down to grab his hard cock. The pair have had 
plenty of practice, even in this position, so in a swift movement she lines the dripping head up 
with her wet cunt. 


As slowly as she can, Padmé sinks down onto Anakin’s cock. She sighs, trying to keep her 
legs steady while they’re still quivering from her orgasm. It takes all her might to not slip all 
of him inside her as fast as she can and ride him like there’s no tomorrow, so she savours the 
anticipation and relief on Anakin’s face. 


On the other hand, it takes all of Anakin’s might to not buck his hips and thrust into her. 
He couldn’t care less about ‘slow and steady wins the race’ — he needs to feel her warm 
body around his cock and fuck her like it’s the last chance he’ll ever have. That thought leads 
him down a path to the humiliating possibility of coming way before what he deems a 
respectable amount of time. 


Padmé sits all the way onto his cock, both her and Anakin’s hips fitting together. At first, 
the sensation of him being all the way inside her is uncomfortable, but as she rolls her hips 
she gets used to it. Only in petite movements, she does so over and over again, and Anakin’s 
sighs get louder and more urgent each time. 


“Mm,” Anakin hums, trying his hardest to keep his hips pressed against the floor, “it feels 
so good to finally fuck you.” 


Padmé giggles, “Finally?” She leans in and kisses Anakin on the lips, “You’re so needy for 
me. When we’re alone you can’t think of a single thing except how much you wanna fuck 
me.” 


That isn’t entirely true — it’s number two or so on his list of things Anakin thinks about 
when they’re alone together. The slanderous accusation makes him frown, but he knows 
Padmé sees through the facade and knows he finds it hot. When she tuts and rolls her eyes at 
his reaction, he gives her a soft smile. 


Without warning, Padmé quickens her pace. She doesn’t bring herself all the way down to 
the base of his cock, but she lifts and relaxes her hips at an angle that makes her cry out with 
moans every time she lowers herself onto him. 
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The tight heat deep down near the base of Anakin’s cock feels like holding a match an inch 
away from a sparkler. Not only is Padmé hitting the right spot for herself, but she’s also riding 
Anakin so well that he’s not sure if he can hold on for much longer. Everything begins to melt 
away when she pressed her lips against his. 


As she kisses him, Padmé slows down a fraction of a pace. It’s enough for Anakin to 
notice and whimper into the kiss as he craves more. He hopes she doesn’t mind as he draws 
his hands down her back, making her quiver with the ticklish coldness of his metal one, and 
reaches to cup her soft behind. 


The next time Padmé sinks down onto his cock, Anakin snaps his hips up to meet hers. At 
first, it catches her off guard, making her gasp and brace both her arms against Anakin’s head. 
After a brief pause she relaxes, and then Anakin repeats himself. 


Having more control over his pace and the angle at which he’s thrusting into Padmé makes 
Anakin a moaning wreck. He’s more grateful than ever that even after his misbehaviour he 
was given permission to fuck her. It’s hard to control himself now that he’s allowed to. 


Anakin’s voice shakes as he speaks to her through moans, “I’m really, really close, Padmé 
.” His words are sincere and full while he’s surprised he hasn’t done so yet. 


Padmé freezes, and Anakin continues to thrust into her like he’s incapable of stopping. He 
refuses to stop until he can reach the point of ecstasy inside her. His movements are helpless 
and desperate. 


“You’re a good boy, right?” Padmé asks, and she receives a frantic nod, “Then you’re 
going to beg for me to let you come.” 


This is totally, completely, and utterly unfair — but Anakin complies anyway. He holds her 
waist and fucks her like it’s the only thing he knows how to do, which right now, is pretty 
damn accurate. There’s nothing he needs or wants more than to give his pleasure over to her 
entirely. 


“Please,” Anakin leans in to kiss Padmé, his mouth hot and messy against hers, “you feel 
so good and I really can’t hold on any longer.” 


Padmé doesn’t say a word. The only sounds she makes are spilled out moans and heavy 
breaths, each of them bringing Anakin closer and closer to the edge. The more he pleads, she 
kisses him hard with parted lips and a gentle slip of her tongue to silence his words. 


Anakin whimpers at her sneaky plot to stop him from begging even though she explicitly 
asked him to. His hips snapping up to meet hers, over and over again, he decides two can play 
at that game. 


Careful not to hurt her, Anakin holds her still against him. Before she can respond, he rolls 
her onto the ground, her back arched as he leans over her. He doesn’t need to pin her down — 
how could she ever want to fight against this. 


“Padmé,” Anakin sighs against her mouth, “please .” 


Throwing her arms around his shoulders, Padmé laughs into a messy, open-mouthed kiss. 
She holds onto him tight and threads her legs around his lean body, digging her heels into the 
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small of his back. In her firm embrace, Anakin has better ground to thrust as deep into her as 
he can. 


“Please, please, please ,” Anakin moans, “I’ll be good, I promise, just let me—” 


Padmé breaks their warm kisses apart, brushing hair behind Anakin’s ear. It’s hard to stop 
messy curls from falling back into his face, so she leans in close to press her mouth against 
his ear. Her breathing is ragged against him, and she strings together the words he wants to 
hear. 


“Come for me, Anakin,” Padmé’s voice is broken between her uncontrollable moans, 
“come for me .” 


Anakin buries her face into the crook of Padmé’s neck, breathing hot and heavy against it 
as he lets go of the most obscene sounds he’s ever made. Everything melts away except for 
the feeling of her beneath his body and the intense release he reaches out for. 


Like it’s the only thing he knows how to do, Anakin thrusts into her hard. All of his control 
slips away as he gives himself over to the blissful release of his orgasm. It happens without 
any warning, and he can’t help the way he moans against her skin. 


All the tension in Anakin’s body slips away, every shred of pent-up desperation releasing 
as he comes in Padmé. The resolution of his sensual desire is a feeling of ecstasy that nothing 
else can create. 


When Padmé feels his hips begin to stagger, she digs her heels deeper into his back. It 
keeps him there, hardly able to move as he spills into her. Even as he grinds to a halt, his 
breath slowing down against her neck, she keeps him there. 


For a few moments, they stay there together, silent and unmoving. Slowly their senses 
return and the world around them comes back into focus — and Anakin wishes it wouldn’t. 
Instead, he pulls away the slightest bit and rests up on his hands, looking only at Padmé. 


“You're beautiful,” Anakin says, breaking the silence. 


Padmé keeps her arms around Anakin’s shoulders and she shows him a soft smile. She 
scratches the nape of his neck, and in return, he hums. “You’re not so bad yourself, you 
know...” 


Anakin draws a sharp breath at the way her voice trails off. He purses his lips tight 
together, and they’re still a dark pinkish-red from how much he’s been using them. A wave of 
impatient unease flows over him as he waits for her to finish her words. 


Giggling at the way Anakin freezes, his expression then turning sheepish, Padmé cups the 
side of his face. The heel of her palm rests flush against his jaw and her thumb brushes away 
the sweat from his cheek. He’s a hot mess, and Padmé can’t help but plant a soft kiss against 
his cheek. 


“_,.and you’ve behaved so well for me, baby,” Padmé continues. 


Those words make Anakin fall into a heap of delight, and he dives straight for her lips to 
muffle his involuntary sighs of delight. Hardly able to get the words out in his state, he 
whispers a soft, “I love you — and thank you for letting me come.” 
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With his mechanical arm, Anakin braces himself while he slings his flesh arm around 
Padmé’s arched back. Carefully, aware he’s still inside her, he brings himself to sit back on 
his feet while she straddles his lap. He doesn’t groan from exertion or struggle, but the way 
she shifts on his cock and he realises he’s already semi-hard in her again — it doesn’t go 
unnoticed. 


Padmé holds her arms around Anakin’s shoulders and brings their naked bodies that are 
sticky with sweat as close to each other as she can. Her knees grind into the floor on either 
side of Anakin, and it isn’t the most comfortable position she’s ever been in. However, she 
doesn’t mind as she lifts her hips from his and then drops them back down. 


Over and over again Padmé does this, each time keeping the same slow and steady pace. It 
feels lazy — a half-hearted cycle of movements to test the waters of Anakin’s reactions. She 
knows well the look on his face and the way he moves that means he’s no longer interested, 
so she experiments a little before she asks. 


Anakin tries his hardest to stay still and keep a straight face, holding his ground against her 
to as a way to tease. If he doesn’t react, maybe she’ll fuck herself on him as he’s close to 
being fully hard again. If he does react, maybe she’ll use it as an opportunity to deprive him 
of any other pleasure with his body until who knows when. 


Padmé strokes the hair at the back of Anakin’s head. She tugs at it, pulling his head back 
until he tilts his chin up to look at her. She slows down her pace until finally, she sits still in 
his lap. 


As Padmé stops riding him, Anakin begins to rock into her. He holds onto her tight, 
keeping a firm embrace on her as she fights the urge to lean her whole weight against him. It 
takes an awful lot of self-control to not dip his thumb between her thighs and rub gentle 
circles around her clit. 


Padmé drags her fingers from Anakin’s hair and slides them to his chest where she holds 
them. His chest rises and falls rapidly, and she can feel his heartbeat. “Oh, my beautiful boy,” 
she sighs, “make me come again, won’t you?” 


Those words she offers him make his cock twitch deep inside her, and there’s no way in 
hell he can resist. He still hasn’t even pulled out from her yet, but he has no intention of doing 
so until she’s moaning his name while he brings her to the peak of bliss. Slowly, he grabs her 
wrists and tugs them away from her. 


“You’re worse than me,” Anakin laughs, but he doesn’t mind. He ponders the best way to 
go about it, realising he could get a better angle and depth if she turned and he fucked her 
behind. While he’d prefer to be looking at her gorgeous face, he thinks about the way she 
moans and writhes every time he does it, and the way she falls apart when he reaches around 
to touch her clit. 


Padmé doesn’t need convincing when Anakin suggests she maneuver herself around and 
let him thrust into her like that. It’s a smoother process than he expected, except for their 
occasional giggles when she feels the smear of Anakin’s come drip from inside her. They 
forget about it rather quickly when Anakin grabs her by the hips and thrusts into her hard. 


The motion makes Padmé cry out, her back arched against Anakin’s torso and her hands 
gripping the sides of his thighs. Anakin’s hands hold her waist, his thumbs pressing into her 
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back while his fingers dig into her taut abs. He makes sure she’s stable against him before he 
keeps going, fucking into her over and over again. 


“You make me feel so good,” Padmé moans, her voice struggling to stay consistent, “keep 
fucking me, just like that, Ani.” 


Anakin holds onto her tighter, keeping a steady pace as he revels in the moans and praise 
from Padmé. He leans against her, and she arches into his touch. Over and over again he 
thrusts into her, drawing out a string of praises that make him moan out her name. 


“You’re such a good boy,” Padmé hooks her arm around Anakin’s neck and holds onto him 
like that, “and I love you so much.” 


Trying her best, Padmé stretches out to kiss Anakin. They can hardly keep their lips in 
contact, and it turns into a mess of missing each other’s mouths and clinking their teeth. Right 
now, neither of them could care less as they lose themselves in each other yet again tonight. 


“If you keep telling me all these— mm, fuck ,” Anakin attempts to speak, the words 
spilling from his mouth between involuntary moans. He doesn’t know if he can even continue 
finding the words to say as Padmé lets go of him to lean against the floor, her hand reaching 
behind her to guide whichever hand he can to rest on the small of her back. 


When Anakin puts his hand on her lower back, Padmé’s hand snakes away to brace herself 
against the ground. Her knees ache, her apartment floor not being exactly the best spot for 
fucking, but she forgets about it when Anakin reaches his normal fingers to rub her clit. From 
there, neither are sure how much longer they’re going to keep at this. 


“Anakin ,” Padmé moans. Her voice is breathy and broken up, a slight Anakin Skywalker- 
esque whine tainting it, “I’m so— so —” 


Padmé can’t even finish her sentence when Anakin thrusts into her fast, the movement of 
his hips ragged and messy. It’s a struggle to keep his fingers on her clit, but as Padmé squirms 
and moans he forces himself to keep them there. The difficulty’s worth it when she cries out a 
string of praises towards him with his name peppered in. 


Even though he knows he isn’t supposed to since he didn’t ask, Anakin succumbs to an 
uncontrollable climax. The fear and shame of it melt away as he feels pure bliss, the sensation 
only intensifying when he knows his touch is making Padmé feel the same way. Hell, he’s 
surprised he’s managed it so quickly. 


Padmé’s moans turn to hot, uneven sighs. She nudges Anakin’s hand away from beneath 
her, and when she’s free from it she pulls herself off his cock to rest on her elbows. Her hands 
brush her hair back as she catches her breath. 


His thighs feeling like jelly, Anakin brings himself down to lie on the floor beside her. 
Aside from not being made to fuck on, it certainly wasn’t made to comfortably lie on, either. 
Nevertheless, he pulls himself up so that he rests on his elbow. 


Padmé turns herself over to face Anakin, laying flat on her side with her cheek against her 
hands. Feeling lonely without his touch, she shuffles closer to him and plants a kiss on his 
forehead. She recoils from the salty taste of his sweat, and then she giggles. 


“You’re trouble, Anakin Skywalker,” Padmé says, “but I can’t get enough of you.” 
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Anakin smiles and crawls his hand across to Padmé. He tucks her hair behind her ear and 
marvels at the blissful, relaxed look on her face. From here, he gets a proper look at her 
smudged makeup he wasn’t even aware she was wearing in the first place. 


“And you, Senator Padmé Amidala,” Anakin replies with a smirk, “are the most beautiful 
hot mess I have ever seen in my life.” 


Those things don’t exactly equate to each other, but Anakin’s proud of his comment 
nonetheless. He shuffles closer to Padmé who rolls her eyes at his comment. Once he’s beside 
her, he leans down and gives her a short but sweet kiss. She tastes and smells like sex, and 
he’s always going to be hungry for more — but he restrains himself and revels in her 
closeness. 


“Also, don’t think you can sweet-talk your way out of how you came without my 
permission,” Padmé teases. She motions for Anakin to turn onto his back, and she drags 
herself over to rest her head against his bare chest, “And you’re going to have to make up for 
the mess you’ve caused from it.” 


Anakin pouts and puts the words together for a frantic apology, but Padmé cuts him off 
with a chuckle. 


“T’m kidding,” Padmé says. She lowers her voice to a tone of contemptuousness, “For 
now.” 


Anakin’s not quite sure if she is actually kidding or not, but right now he forgets about it as 
he kisses her hair. He touches her back, brushing his fingers against it and making her shiver. 
Taking his time, he drags them down to rest on her waist. 


After a long silence, Anakin hums. He motions for her to get off him, and he rises to his 
elbows, and then to a full sitting position. “I don’t know if you’re comfortable down here,” he 
teases, “but I would much rather go to have a shower... if you would like to join me, that is.” 


Padmé pulls herself up to sit as well. She crosses her legs, wincing and scrunching her face 
at the sensation of Anakin’s come slowly dripping from her and smearing between her legs. 
“That sounds good to me,” she says, “but no more sex for now, okay?” 


“Of course, my love,” Anakin replies. He outstretches his hand and waits for Padmé to 
take it. When she does, he holds it palm to palm and knits her fingers together. Her hand is 
considerably tiny and dainty compared to his, but her grip is as firm as his. “I hope you know 
that you are everything to me.” 


Padmé blushes, and a sheepish smile spreads across her face. She brushes her thumb 
across their knuckles, then she pulls their hands in close so she can pepper tiny kisses against 
them. “And I hope you know that you’re everything to me, too.” 


Anakin loses himself in a long moment to process it. No matter how many times she tells 
him how much he means to her, it never ever gets old. He grabs hold of her words and locks 
them as close to his heart as he can. 


While he’s unfocused, Padmé pulls herself to her feet. She lets go of their hands but makes 
a come hither motion when Anakin looks up at her. 
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“Now, let’s go have that shower” Padmé says with a teasing smile, “I have a book I need to 
get back to reading.” 
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